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HAVE READY: 


GIDEON FLEYCE. 


By H. W. LUCY. 


LEISURE HOUR SERIES. Cloth, $1.00. 


LEISURE MOMENT SERIES. 
paper books.) 30 cents. 


(Well made 


“« So much above the average of nov- 
els that the accession of the author to 
the ranks of fiction is deserving of very 
hearty welcome.” LONDON ACADEMY. 


“ The whole of the sensational plot 
ts managed with an ingenuity worthy 
almost of Wilkie Collins.” —LONDON 
SPECTATOR. 





‘* Tt is, wethout doubt, the best magazine of its kind 
ever published.” —Philadelphia Press. 


‘Contains hardly anything not worth reading.” — 
N. Y. Nation. 


THE NEW MONTHLY. 


| ani PER eR ANNUM, $1 60 


The Modern Age 


has printed in the four numbers already issued articles 
by HERBERT SPENCER, THE AUTHOR OF ‘ VICE- 
VERSA,” ALPHONSE DAUDET, IVAN TOURGENIEFF, 
JusTIN MCCARTHY, THEOPHILE GAUTIER, WALTER 
BESANT, THE AUTHOR OF JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLE- 
MAN; FLoTow, GuUsTaVE Droz, H. HEINE, E. C. 
GRENVILLE MURRAY, GEORGE VAUTIER, ARTHUR 
W. PINERO, O. FERO, WILMOTT DIXxon, and a host 
of others too numerous to mention. 

The May number will contain the opening chapters 
of a new story by RUDOLPH LINDAW, the great Ger- 
man novelist, entitled 


The Californians, 


an article by Lapy PADGET on ‘‘ Common Sense in 
Dress,” and one on ‘‘ Judaism,” from the French of 


M. Ernest Renan in addition to a number of other 
s 


interesting selections. 
We claim that the MODERN AGE is the 


Cheapest Magazine in the World, 


in the sense that it gives the most matter for the least 
money. 

Ask your dealer for it,and if he does not keep it, 
or will not procure it for you, send 15 cents for a 
sample copy to 


- LIFE: 





THE BEST 


American Publication Devoted to 
Hygiene. 
‘NV. Y. Herald.) 


~ antwtarian 


[he 


— at the head of health journals. 





—Baltimore Observer. 


BLEST and most valuable publication on the 
Continent.—Milwaukee Liberal Age. 


O journal is more trustworthy. 
—Cincinnati Christian Standard. 


S unsurpassed in this country. 
Waterbury Republican. 


recognized and abated. 
—Boston Commonwealth, 


| A ‘some paene more good than all other 


| | aap and by it causes of diseases are 


sanitary papers put together. 
—Hydraulic and Sanitary Plumber. 
EALLY one of the most valuable publications 
in this country.—O/d Colony Memorial. 


S full of matter of the highest interest. 
—Philadelphia Post. 


\ N educational force—a factor of the greatest | 


value.—V. Y. Trade Reporter. 


\] ECESSARY to all persons who would be 
N abreast with the best means of preserving 
and promoting health. 
— St. Louis Church News. 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY. 
SPECIMEN FREE. 


$4.00 a Year; 10 Cents a Copy. 


113 FULTON STREET, 
NEW YORK. 





HART SHORNS| 


SELF-ACTING 


SHADE ROLLERS 


| crv ROL NO-CORDS-ORBA 
onan | SOLD-EVERVWINES 





The Modern Age Publishing Co., 


BUFFALO, N. Y., 


THE MODERN AGE AND LIFE FOR ONE YEAR, $5.25 


| A. G. HEMINWAY. 





LATE COMMENTS. 


‘* LIFE improves steadily.”— Boston Courier. 





‘* LIFE, the new humorous paper of New York, has 
taken rank as the first of its class. It grows brighter 
every issue.”—Kansas City Times. 





LIFE is better worth living, now that we can read 
LIFE every week. It is a capital paper—brightly 
written, brightly printed, brightly illustrated. ‘* Lire 
let us cherish.”— Zhe Critic. 


‘* LIFE is the name of a new humorous paper pub- 
lished in New York. Itis bright and pithy, and pro- 
mises to become an established journal among the 
good ones of the kind.”"— Grand Rapids Leader. 





‘*A DOZEN numbers of the new comic weekly, 
LIFE, have now been issued, and it holds its own as 
one of the wittiest publications in America, which 
means Europe as well.”—£/mira Gazette and Free 
Press. 





‘‘ LIFE, the new humorous journal, published in 
New York, is aphenomenal success. It is keen as a 
Damascus blade, and a thousandfold more conducive 
to longevity. Gloom and despondency flee from its 
presence with all the precipitancy of Satan from holy 
water.”—Rochester Democrat and Chronicle. 


ONE of the daintiest publications of the day is 
LIFE. * * LIFE, if it must down its 
man, gently pushes him over, with an apology, 
though it gets him downalithe same. * * # 
The fun is good and pure, the pictures fine, the 
paper laid and calendered, and the result, as Mr. 
Micawber says of an excess of income over expendi- 
ture, Happiness. * * * May it be a long LIFE. 
—Detroit Postand Tribune. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, > 
BANKER AND BROKER, 
No. 25 PINE St., N.Y. 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, 


MEMBER NEW YorRK STOCK EXCHANGE. 
TRUMAN HEMINWAY. 


A. G. HEMINWAY & CoO., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 
11 Wall Street, 


New YorK. 


Send one, two, 

three or five dol- 

elars for a retail 

box, by express, of the best Candies in the world, put 

up in handsome boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison St., CuHIcaGo. 


IMPORTANT. 


When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted upata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
day. European plan. Elevator. Restaurant supplied 


' with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 


alldepots. Families can live better for less money at the 
Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 


, thecity. 
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Published every Thursday, $5 a year in advance, postage free. 
Single copies, 10 cents. 

(28" Subscribers who do not receive their copies will please 
nolify the office at once. 


A PAIR OF FAMOUS THEFTS. 
[From the French of Ameal Bragoriau.]| 
ss? SPARROW dipped its 
wing in the fountain 
in Madison Square, 
and hopping pertly 
the upon edge of the 
basin, pointed its tail 
in the direction of the 
Turf Club. It was 
11:16 on a February 
morning. Wiggins’s 
storm had failed, ow- 
ing to contingencies 
which no man could 
foresee, and the four- 
; tain was not frozen. 
A man sat on a bench bathed in a checkering cast 
over him by a filtration of sunshine through the twigs 
of a leafless tree. The peculiarity about the man 
was that he was not George Francis Train. He was 
some other man. He watched the sparrow, seem- 
ingly with a listless interest. In point of fact his feel- 
ings were at a painful tension. When the sparrow 
perched on the end of the stone basin, with its tail 
pointed at the Turf Club, the man’s features for an 
instant were relaxed in a slight smile. A moment 
later he pursed his lips in that significant way which 
unmistakably announces that the mind has grasped a 
satisfactory idea. Then he rose, and making a slight 
detour in order to avoid the unpleasant sensation of 
passing close by the Seward statue, walked rapidly to 
Dorlon’s oyster house. 

The twenty-four hours’ talk of the metropolis had 
been concerning two robberies that had occurred on 
the night but one previous. One of the robberies had 
been dastardly ; the other excited wonder by reason 
of the vastness of the amount stolen. A famous gen- 
eral had been robbed of one of the most cherished of 
a collection of 17,837 presents which he had labor- 





iously gathered in the course of a passage round the 
world. A son of the famous Proprietor of the Staten 
Island Passenger Marine had lost a pocket-book con- 
taining $97,000,000, which he had carelessly left on the 
mantel-piece in his study while he went out for a few 
minutes to see a man at the Windsor Hotel. In both 
cases the theft was surpising. It was not understood 
how even a thief could have the heart to steal from 
the General, whose standing as a public benefactor was 
only exceeded by his rating as a public beneficiary. 
As for the son of the Staten Island Proprietor, the 
public was astounded to learn that he had paid a visit 
to his study. 

The man who had watched the sparrow was a de- 
tective. 

The detective ate fried oysters, and drank a bottle of 
Bass’s ale at Dorlon’s. He entered the price of these 
refreshments in a small note-book, and then walked 
rapidly in the direction of Fourth Avenue. 

Rousing himself at the northern extremity of the 
tunnel, the detective dismounted from the car at the 
Grand Central Depot. He was ushered into the pres- 
ence of a man who sat in an apartment, the walls of 
which were mosaics of pictures by Meissonier. Models 
of locomotives, horses, and the Central Park obelisk 
lumbered the desk at which he sat. 

“Vou can have the Garden for $10,000,” the man 
said, “assuming your own risks as against the police 
for the privilege of knocking anybody out.” 

The detective smiled. “You have been robbed of 
$97,000,000,” he said, quietly. 

“Let me see,” the other replied, consulting a small 
memorandum book that lay at his elbow. “Yes, 

r the night before 
last,” he contin- 
ued, with an in- 
telligent smile. 

“You did not 
steal the money 
yourself ?”’ the de- 
tective said, ab- 
ruptly and sternly. 

The other sear- 
ched in all his 
pockets, and when 
he had finished with his last pocket, said, “No, I’m 
sure I did not.” 

“Then it was a member of the Turf Club who rob- 
bed you,” the detective instantly rejoined. 

“ Ah ?” said the man. 

“Yes,” said the detective, relapsing into the moody 
abstraction for which he had long been famed. 














158 - LIPS - 


II. 

On the day fol- 
lowing the occur- 
rences that have 
been recorded, a 
Third Avenue car 
driver on his down 
trip strangély re- 
frained from lash- 
ing the off horse. 
Between Bleecker 
and Houston streets 
= the horse remarked 
to the driver : 

“Slew me off and wait for horses from the next 
car.” 

Without a word the driver slewed the off horse off 
as requested. 

This was a triumph of detective work, though per- 
haps the reader does not see it now. 

The horse was the detective. 

The disguise was perfect. 

As soon as the detective was unharnessed he trotted 
to Headquarters and reported that all was well. 

The report was sent to the newspapers, but was not 
printed. 
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Ill, 

“Have the domestics wound up the 700 clocks that 
I accumulated in Asia?” the General inquired of his 
valet. 

The valet respectfully replied in the affirmative. 

“Hand me the dressing gown marked ‘ Budjpoot- 
nah, 37,’ half a dozen of the cigars presented to me by 
the municipality of Havana, the diamond match box 
that I received from the lamented Emperor of Russia, 
the slippers wrought in the Harem at Alexandria, and a 
glass of water. I shall retire shortly to the bed _for- 
warded to my address by the Count Chambord.” 

“ Are the new tags satisfactory, your Excellency ?” 

“Perfectly. If the detective calls, tell him that his 
services are no longer required.” 

The valet withdrew. The detective called a few min- 
utes afterward. He was full of hope. The valet said 
to him : 

“ The tagging was wrong. A number was accident- 
ally skipped, making the collection seem larger than it 
really is. ‘The real number of objects in the collec- 
tion is 17,836. We have just accomplished a new tag- 
ging, and a revised catalogue is to be made out. Noth- 
ing at all is stolen. The General thanks you, and 
hopes that you will attain to eminence in your career.” 

A flush of gratified pride played for an instant inthe 
detective’s face. By a stern exercise of will he dis- 
missed it, and turned his attention to the $97,000,000 
case. 

The son of the Staten Island Proprietor was seated 
in a small fortune inthe way of an arm-chair with his 
feet extended upon seyeral thousand dollars’ worth of 
Turkish ottoman when the detective was ushered into 
his presence. 

“‘T have to report gratifying progress in this case,” 
the detective said. “I have successfully traversed a 


section of the Bowery as a horse, and I believe that I 
am on the point of recovering the $97,000,000 that 
you lost.” 

“ René !” called the millionaire. 

“Ves, sorr,” replied a richly liveried servant, silent- 
ly entering the apartment. 

“ Didn’t we find that pocket-book?” 

“Yes, sorr. The milkman found it in th’ airy an’ 
gave it to the cook, an’ the cook put it in the clock.” 

“ Bring it up, René.” 

“Ves, sorr.” 

The pocket-book was brought. The millionaire 
counted the money it contained and found the amount 
correct—$g7,000,000. 

“Did you count the other pocketbooks in my draw- 
er this morning ?” 

“Yes, sorr ; there’s wan hundhred an thurtane.” 

“It’s all right,” the millionaire said to the detective. 
“I had 114 pocket-books, each containing a like 
amount, and they are all accounted for.” 

The detective gave a long, low whistle, and after 
apologizing for doing so, withdrew. 

IV. 

It may be well to devote a short chapter to the ex- 
planation of one or two points. 

The sparrow was really of no advantage in this case, 
for the reason that he pointed his tail the wrong way. 
If the sparrow had pointed his tail the right way, the 
detective would have been justified in permitting him- 
self to be influenced by the suggestion thereby offered 
in any degree which the circumstances warranted. 

As things turned out, it was not necessary for the de- 
tective to disguise himself as a horse. But how could 
he have know that ? In the light of subsequent events, 
it would have been equally futile if he had become a 
whale or a mule. 

The name of René was given to the millionaire’s 
servant by the millionaire’s wife, who did not like the 
man’s real name. His real name was Van Rensselaer. 

E. D. B. 





TO A PUNSTER. 


H, Bonmot, you're a sorry wag; 
So hard you spur your tired nag, 
That all your friends exclaim aghast : 
“There goes the funny Bonmot past !” 
Then turning to their ale and chop 


They gasp, “ Thank Heaven he didn’t stop !” 





A PHILOSOPHICAL son of Erin was overheard remark- 
ing to a friend, “ Have a good time while you live, for 
you’re a long while dead !” 


W. W. K, 
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EXPERTO CREDE. 


Young Wife discussing her first dinner party: WELL, THEN, HANNAH, HOW SHALL WE: HAVE THE 


MUSHROOMS COOKED ? 


Cook: WELL MuM, YER GO OUT INTER SOCIETY MORE THAN I DO; YER OUGHT TER BE ABLE TO GIVE 


mée A SUGGESTION. 





IT’S MORALS. 


E have been to no little pains to extract the true 
inwardness of the latest literary achievement 
of Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnet. “Through one 
Adminstration” is ended. It is a book replete with 
men and misery, and very short of available women 
and joy. Its heroine was married to a fool, was in 
love with the hero and very favorably disposed to 
the assistant hero, all simultaneously and without prej- 
udice to her usefulness as heroine. Naturally there 
was abundance of trouble and occasion for the display 
of a very wide range of behavior. Love and Duty had 
one another by the hair, while Propriety shed a baleful 
glamor over the distressing scene. Through chapter 
after chapter the tussle was prolonged, neither contes- 
tant gaining a perceptible advantage, and, indeed, when 
slaughter and exile end the book, we are left in har- 
rowing uncertainty as to which of them won. 
A very simple thing might have saved all this un- 
pleasantness. The hero was one of the first on the 
ground. The heroine was young, lovely and disen- 


gaged. He saw, he was attracted, he dallied and went 
away. She observed ; she was well disposed ; but be- 
ing very young she let him go, and never so much as 
asked, “ Ain’t you forgot something?” -If he had told 
her that he was her’s for the taking, they might have 
got married and gone West together, to grow up with 
Dakotah. But he didn’t; and she, being too young to 
know what she wanted without being told, neglected to 
bring him to book. He stayed away four years, and 
she bestowed herself elsewhere. 

There are two morals, one for men, one for maidens. 

A discriminating man will understand that what the 
fair author means to say to him is,—Sir, if you love a 
woman that you can marry be sure you are prompt to 
let her know it, even though you have to tell her your- 
self. 

And the moral for girls is: It is better to wait 
awhile than to marry a fool. 


THE MAN who has a tight boot at one extremity of 
his person is likely to have a narrow understanding 
at the other. 











GREAT ODDS. 


Brown: “Good HEAVENS! WE MUST GO HOME, THERE IS THE CLOCK STRIKING ONE.” 
Jones: “ NONSENSE ; THAT’S NOTHING; WHAT’S ONE AMONG SO MANY?” 








UNIDENTIFIED. 


THEY say the White House is haunted by the ghost 
of an old gentleman which makes the presidents 
hungry for change of air. 

This is credible enough. The strange part of the 
story is that persons who have seen the ghost deny that 
it answers to the description of the statesman of 
Gramercy Park. 





AN AMATEUR. 


ScENE.— The parlor of a fashionable mansion not far from 
St. Thomas’ Church. Time,9 P.M. Miss Dizzy discovered 
entertaining Mr. Crusher. 


Miss Dizzy: It’s so awfully good in you to join our Society. 

Mr. CRUSHER (smiling blandly, and rubbing at the edge of 
his opera hat); Thanks, very much, I’m sure; but do you really 
mean it ? 

Miss Dizzy: Of course I do. They say you are too lovely for 
anything as a leading man. I suppose you play all the great 
parts—Hamlet, Macbeth, and that sort of thing. 

Mr. CRUSHER: Well, no, you know. That is a little out of 
my line. I started out that way, but, you know, they said I 
didn’t have the physique, or something of that sort, don’t you 
know. Awfully cut up about it at first; for, you know, I rather 


like the réle of Hamlet. Something for a fellow to do, you 
understand. Gave it up, though; and now I play Montague 
parts, don’t you know. The society lover business, and all that. 

Miss Dizzy: You must be too charming for anything. I 
suppose you are up in all the modern plays. Our Society is 
ambitious—oh, very—and we won’t play in anything but the 
sensations of the hour. Got tired of ‘‘ The School for Scandal,” 
‘The Rivals,” and such easy plays. We do the ‘‘ Passing Regi- 
ment” next. There is a lovely part in that for you. I hope you 
get it, because then—then you will make love to me. Won't that 
be jolly? 

Mr. CRUSHER (4lushing and twisting his base-ball side whiskers): 
Delighted, I’m sure. You are too awfully good to say just such 
a thing. 

Miss Dizzy: Thanks awfully. But you do look so much like 
one of the real novel lovers, don’t you know. I’m sure you would 
be just too splendid—in a play. 

Mr. CRUSHER: Ye-es—only in a play? 

Miss Dizzy: Of course. That is what I said. 

Mr. CRUSHER: You—you are quite sure you mean—mean 
only in a play. 

Miss Dizzy: Quite. 

Mr. CRUSHER (vising and moving toward the door): 1—I— 
didn’t know—you understand. I have—that is, I might make 
love-—ha—ha—off the stage. 

Miss Dizzy: Not really? 

Mr. CRUSHER: Yes. Good evening. 
































A QUANDARY. 


ERY charming is Eileen, 
Very dignified her mien ; 
She of beauty is the queen, 
Many think. 
Juno eyes of china blue, 
Wavy hair the sun glints through, 
Cheeks that emulate the hue 
Of the pink. 


Very dainty is Louise, 

But as wayward as the breeze ; 

Prone to torment and to tease— 
Just for fun. 

Domineering in her ways 

Caring naught for blame or praise, 

Finding life all sunny days— 
Happy one! 


Difficult to choose between 

Beautiful, reserved Eileen, 

And Louise, if less serene, 
Quite as fair. 

Captivating are they both : 

Not a whit would I be loth 

To the two of them my troth 
To declare. 


But whereas a person sins, Mimzz 


Who, himself not being twins, 
Maidens twain at one time wins, 
This Til do! 





qe, 


OPEN TO QUESTION. 


For the time I will withhold 
Declarations all too bold ;— 

Since (if truth must needs be told) 
Eileen’s only three years old, 


Mrs. Pigment, the well-known lady amateur, in the portrait she 
painted of Jack Pyrites unhappily gave that worthy the appearance of 
having been out late the night before. Which, perhaps, ts why old 
Keenig said to Belinda Pyrites when she showed it to him.—N’No, 
N’NOT A P’PERF’F’FECT LIKENESS : B’BUT SUGGESTIVE ; V’VERY SUG- 





Louise two. ’G’GESTIVE. 





AND THIS L’L’LADY WHO D’DID IT—T’T’TELL ME; IS 
J. CHEEVER Goopwin. SHE A F’FRIEND OF THE F’F’FAMILY—OR—AN ENEMY ? 











IMPROBABLE. 
W E do not credit the report that the inscription 
on the coffin plate of the late Postmaster Gen- 
eral ended with the legend, “ Buy the National Repub- 
lican, for three cents.” 

Mr. Frank Hatton, although the details of his late 
chief's interment were doubtless under his personal 
control, has far too keenasense of propriety to adver- 
tise his newspaper in a way so obviously improper. 


AWFULLY SAD. 


“ Wuy so gloomy this morning, Jacob?” 

“ Ah, my poor leetle Penjamin Levi—he is tead !” 

“Dead? You surprise me. How did it happen?” 

“Vell you see, my leetle Penjamin he vas at der 
synagogue to say his brayers, and a poy put in his het 
at der toor and gries, ‘Job Lot!’ and leetle Penjamin 
—he vas gilt in der grush.” 


D. T. FABULA NARRATUR, as the man said who told 
the “snake” story. 


JUDKIN’S BOY ON FROGS. 


f 806s is the people’s friend, but they can’t fly. 

Onc’t they was tadpoles about as big as lickerish 
drops, and after a while legs growed out on ’em. Oh, 
let us love the frog—he looks so sorry! Frogs can 
swim better’n little boys, and they don’t haf to hold 
their nose when they dive, neither! Onc’t I had a pet 
frog ; and the cars run over him. It jist squashed him! 
Bet he never knowed what hurt him! Onc’t they was 
a rich lady swallered one—when he was little, you 
know ;.and he growed up in her, and it didn’t kill 
him at all! And you could hear him holler in her 
bosom. It was a tree toad ; and so every time he’d go 
“p-r-r-r-r-r-r !”” w’y then the grand lady she’d know it 
was going to rain, and make her little boy run and put 
the tub out under the spout. Wasn’t that a butiful 
frog ! 


GREAT feature in Chinese theatrical performances— 
Chin-Chin. 
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CONCERNING TH 


Columbia: Herr, BRITANNIA, TAKE THIS THING. HE Is A CONSTANT MORTI 
As HE IS ASHAMED OF HIS NATIVE LAND AND PREFERS YOU TO HIS OWN MOTHER, IT 

Britannia: No, NO, MY DEAR, I WILL NOT DEPRIVE YOU OF SUCH AjCITIZ 
ATROCIOUSLY BAD ARTICLE. | 
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NING THE DUDE. 


TANT MORTIFICATION 


TO ME, AND AN OBJECT OF CONTEMPT WITH HIS BROTHERS. 


HAVE HIM. 


MOTHER, IT IS A PITY YOU SHOULD NOT 


UCH Aj CITIZEN 


IS BUT A CHEAP IMITATION OF AN 


BEST 


THING AT 








AND THAT 
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HE old clock croons on the sun-kissed wall— 
Tick, tock! Tick, tock! 
The merry seconds to minutes call : 
Tick, tock! ’ Tis morn. 


A maiden sits at the mirror there, 
And smiles as she braids her golden hair : 
O, in the light, but her face is fair ! 

Tick, tock! tick, tock ! 


Far over the sea the good ship brings 

The lover of whom the maiden sings ; 

From the orange tree the first leaf springs : 
Tick, tock ! tick, tock ! 


iH. 


The old clock laughs on the flower-decked wall— 
Tick, tock! Tick, tock! 

The rose-winged hours elude their thrall : 
Tick, tock! ’Tis noon! 


The lover’s pride and his love are blest ; 

The maiden is folded to his breast ; 

On her brow the holy blossoms rest : 
Tick, tock ! tick, tock ! 


O thrice, thrice long may the sweet bells chime, 

As echoing thisthro’ future time! * - = 

Still to my heart beats that measured rhyme— 
Tick, tock ! tick, tock ! 


III. 


The old clock moans on the crumbling wall— 
Tick, tock! tick, tock! 

The drear years into eternity fall : 
Tick, tock!’ Tis night! 


The thread that yon spider draws with care 

Across the gleam of the mirror there, 

Seems like the ghost of a golden hair : 
Tick, tock! tick, tock! 


The sweet bells chime for those who may wed ; 
The neroli-snow crowns many a head,— 
But tree and maiden and lover are dead. 
Tick, tock! tick, tock ! 
Guy CARLETON. 
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NE swallow may not make a summer, and Jumbo may not makea spring, 
but he is a pretty sure sign of the season. 
The circus is with us, and the small boy and the theatrical manager 
realize the fact. 

Even the critics go to it. 

The circus does not come under the head of the drama? 

Why not ?—It is the drama of realism. 

Like the dictionary, it may be a little disconnected, but with that useful 
book it has also the merit of explaining itself as it goes along, which is more 
than can be said of some stage plays. 

In fact, the circus contains all the elements of the true drama. 

The Triumphal Entry—spectacle. 

The bareback act—sensation. 

F The igi and the trapeze certainly furnishes the raw materials 
or tragedy. 

Where, then, is the genius who will take these elements lying ready made 
at his hand, and combine them into a complete, unique and logical a 
Romance of the Ring—a Symphony in Sawdust—a Drama of the Dromedaries? 

Think of the great moral lessons that could be inculcated with the hoop 
heats of the horses and the trumpetings of the elephants. For the circus is 
popular. I could tell by the way every one about me was able to anticipate 
exactly what the clown was going to do or say next. 

This in itself contains a beautiful lesson. 

But the most entertaining feature of the circus is not set down in the bill. 
It is the collection of Dudes. These interesting beings have hitherto been 
regarded as an unnecessary, hardly, even, ornamental species. The intellect of 
a Barnum was required to find their place in the economy of nature. Asa 
substitute for the traditional ostentatious, tinsel-bedecked, rancous-throated 
supernumerary they have found their proper avocation. The solemn, earnest 
way in which these black-frocked, top-hatted individuals hold the banners, 
manipulate the balloons and give a general approval to the performance must 
command respect even though it may not win applause. 

The theatres, crushed under the weight of Jumbo, and deprived of the buoy- 
ant qualities of the Dude, have had to struggle against an adverse fate. 

“Vice Versa’? opened Wallack’s management of his old house as the ‘Star 
Theatre,” with the veteran adapter and actor, Boucicault,and the very 
‘“‘peachy’’ Sadie Martinot, exported expressly for importation, in the cast. 
The play is a light and bright French farce, filling time before the productions 
of the “* Amadan.” 

Manager Daly still finds it good policy to play 7-20-8. 

Manager Duff possesses his soul in ** Patience”’ at the Standard. 

** Catherine Lewis and Harry Dixy at School’’ opened at the Fifth Avenue 
on Monday. One of the rules should be, ‘* No Vacation.”’ 





THE WORLD OF SOCETY. 


ENTERTAINMENTS AND EVENTS OF EASTER Days. 


HE tide of gayety swells higher, and all society is embarked upon it. 
The Muldoon Ball is still the theme of gossip, and before its glory the 
constellations of lesser entertainments pale like glimmer-flies in the 

beam of an advancing locomotive, Nevertheless, the social calendar for April 
is already glowing with red-letter days, and it is probable that the round of 
gayety will ever be unremitting until the advent of dusters and Coney Island 
tickets banishes society from its wintry haunt to continue its revels by the 
tumbling waves of the summer sea. : 


RECEPTIONS AND ENTERTAINMENTS. 


Mr. Ferdinando Tincupini Chocolatti, the distinguished hand-organist, will 
give a promenade musicale on Mott street, Thursday. 

Recorder Smyth, Centre street, will hold his usual reception to-morrow. 
The presence of the Hon, ‘* Reddy’’ Maguire, the eminent bank-robber, will 
lend additional interest to the occasion. 

Mr. Chakey Einstein, 909 Bowery, has issued cards for a taxidermic poker 
party Friday evening. 

Mrs. Otto Karl Schutzenhimmel gavea small german last evening to her 
husband, 

The last Italian ‘* Small and Early” was given at the house of Mrs. Levi 
Rosenbaum, No. 211 Chatham Square. A device similar to the three-leaf 
clover was engraved on the programmes. Among the guests were the Misses 
Bloomenstein, Miss Nora Murphy, Miss Nosie Greenfelder, Miss Bridget 
Begorra, Miss Rachel Rosenbaum and Messrs. Einstein, Oppenheimer, Sulli- 
van, Levi, Mulcahey, Jacobs, McGloin, Aaronberg and Finnerty. 
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1st. Dude : “DEUCED GLAD TOSEE YOU, Major. GIVES 
ME AN EXCUSE FOR SAYING TA*TA TO THAT FELLOW 
THOMPSON. TERRIBLE ORDEAL I’VE UNDERGONE. 
THOMPSON IS A VERY WORTHY PERSON, BUT, ’GAD, MY 
DEAR FELLOW, I CAN’T, YOU KNOW, MARTYR MYSELF 
BY WALKING DOWN THE AVENUE AT THIS HOUR WITH 
A MAN WHO HAS NO REGARD FOR THE CURL AND 
CROWN OF HIS HAT AND WHO PERSISTS IN WEARING 
AN ULSTER OF THE VINTAGE OF 1849.” 


(Total acquiescence of 2d dude.) 








Mrs. Augusta Robinson-Dobbs, N. W. corner of Fifth avenue. and 4oth 
street, gave a dinner last evening to her transient boarders. 


The heir of Mr. and Mrs. Constantine Dude-Smith will give a bawl, Thursday 
evening, in honor of the first anniversary of his parents’ wedding. 


Mr. M. H. Mallory will receive as usual, Friday evening, at his rectory on 
Twenty-fourth street, Private Theatricals. 


WeppinG BELLs. 


Miss Lulu Gilfleury will be married Friday morning in Saint Sebastian’s 
Church. There will be eleven bridesmaids and sixteen ushers. The name 
of the groom, at the request of the bride’s parents, has been withheld from 
publication. 


Miss Clara Von Kartofel Van Bumblebug was married to George Augustus 
De Twidde, Monday evening, at the residence of the bride’s parents. Among 
the numerous wedding presents were 341 pickle castors, 87 nut-picks and 41 
alarm clocks from intimate friends considerate of the wants of a young couple 
beginning life. A wig was given by the bride's father, and a newset of filagree 
teeth, mounted in hammered brass and crimson plush, was the gift of the 
— Panag happy pair left the same day on an extended wedding tour 
in Hoboken. 


Miss Flora Elsie Clarendon-Jones will shortly lead to the altar Mr. Muykal 
Pahdee Murrify, son of the late Italian consul. 


The engagement of Miss Rachel Eisenheimer to Mr. Gus Strauss is 
announced, [Jerusalem and Saratoga papers please copy.] 


We are requsted to announce that the rumor that Mr. Charles Dedbroke’s 
engagement to Miss Aurelia Midas was broken off by him, is false. The 
fracture was the result of certain metallic investigations made by the young 
lady herself, through the commercial agency. 


Miss Aurelia Midas will be married to-morrow at the residence of her parents 
to Mr, Archibald Rothschild Baring Coutts Vanderbilt-Sage. Among the 
wedding presents will be a cheque for $200,000,000 from the groom’s father. 
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BIOGRAPHETTES. 


v. 
GIOVANNI CHELLI. 


THs eminent sculptor was born in Limerick, Italy, March 
17th, 1829. His maternal great-grandfather, Moichael 
O’Vermicelli, was the first to employ rotary music for the amuse- 
ment of the public, and claims also to have been the originator of 
the present method of inserting holes in maccaroni with a view to 
making that vegetable more nutritious. To his great-uncle, who 
also had a turn for music, is attributed the introduction of the 
red flannel garments now used by ring-tailed monkeys all over the 
lobe. 
. The subject of this sketch was reared in affluence. At the age 
of seven he was considered so handsome that, upon the death of 
his uncle’s favorite ring-tail, Giovanni was offered the vacancy, 
and traveled for some time with great success. In 1852 he came 
to America, and for several years pursued his studies in archi- 
tecture, going many times a day to the summit of buildings in the 
process of being erected. Thence he drifted into the science of 
fire-engineering, as conducted in those days, and was known to 
have used up as many as six trumpets and ten spanners in one 
argument with a rival company, as to which would put out the 
fire. 

As a sculptor, Mr. Chelli has no peer. The manner in which 
he carved Tilden and Grace will hand his name down to posterity. 
He is still at work, having just finished Mr. Edson. In his 
studio at present may be seen the crude busts of Messrs. Cleve- 
land and Arthur, which promise to be works worthy of his fame. 
Personally, Mr. Chelli is of slight build, and has the thoughtful, 
modest air of a poet and a student. He dislikes politics, and 
never has been known to interest himself in public men or affairs. 


VI. 
THE WIDOW GUELPH. 


RS. V. R. GUELPH was born in England, of noble but 

honest parents, June 18th, 1819. Her father, for years a 
successful duke, had retired from business when “ Vickie,’’ as he 
called her, was born. Her early youth was spent quietly in the 
old tenement house at Trent, and she was educated to look 
kindly upon the children of even the earls and marquises which 
infest that country. In 1823, when she was only four years old, 
her father suddenly announced to her that George, then heir of 
the throne, was dead. Immediately the little Vick replied : 
“It looks like reign, then, doesn’t it ?”” This joke was imme- 
diately forwarded to Harper's Monthly, at immense expense, and 
copies printed on satin were distributed among all the crowned 
heads of Europe. 


In 1839, her family being in somewhat reduced circumstances, 
and she herself possessing only one crown to begin life with, 
Vick opened up the old Windsor, and let apartments therein to 
deserving ladies who were out of employment. Soon after, she 
married a Mr. Albert, who had recently emigrated to England 
from a German town whose name, if printed, would fill out the 
balance of this article. He lived until his death, which occurred 
some years ago. 


Mrs. Guelph is now tolerably well known throughout England 
and its neighborhood. She founded the most prosperous Royal 
Matrimonial Agency in Europe, which had patrons in every 
kingdom. Lately, however, her stock has run short, and it is 
probable she will soon retire from business, and leave her inter- 
ests to her son Al, who at present earns a precarious livelihood by 
writing puffs for professional beauties. C. 





























MR. JACOBS. 





[By the author of “ Messrs. Abrahams and Isaacs,” ‘ The Lost 
Tribes,” ‘“‘ An ’Ebrew Jew,” etc., etc.] 





CHAPTER III. 
THE FUTBHAWL MATCH. 


MS5ss PICKALILLY JUGGERNAUT, the niece of Muli- 

gatawney Tulip, the genial,red-faced nabob of Bramapootra, 

was one of those typical English beauties with a Du Maurier 

profile and the form of a Diana, who tip the scale at two hundred 

—say two hundred; and if their conversation could only be 
weighed with their ‘bodies, they would double the figure easily. 

She was an excellent horsewoman, and at the amateur circus 

performance in Bombay, where she figured as the chief equestri- 

‘enne, I had seen her execute many daring feats of bare-back 
riding, leaping through paper hoops, circles of flame, etc. She 

had a kind heart, and I once went so far as to fancy that if she 

had intellect enough to fall in love with a man who had got the 

transcendental philosophy down cold Bah! Love Paul 

Priggs ! Thank heaven, no woman ever did. Selah! Bismillah ! 

But, on the morning following my interview with Jacobs, I had 
agreed to escort Miss Juggernaut to the Bogley Wallow athletic 
grounds to witness the favorite Hindu game of futbhawl. We 
arrived upon the ground a few minutes late, and found the match 
already in progress, and a most picturesque and stirring scene it 
was. The players, dressed in heavy suits of mail and further 
protected against injury by large shields of wicker covered with 
bull’s hide, moved slowly and gracefully about the field, deploying 
or massing in figures of great complexity, and now and then 
getting in a kick on the ball. Jacobs alone scorned to wear 
armor. He was arrayed in a simple camel-hair garment, covered 
with the pomegranate pattern, and his noble shins were bare to 
the kicks of the foe. 

‘* Too rash, too rash,” I muttered to myself. 

“What is too rash, Mr. Priggs ?” inquired my fair companion. 

I gave her an evasive answer, and continued to watch my friend’s 
movements with many dark forebodings. I will not describe the 
game, which was like all other futbhawl games. For a technical 
account of it read the Szn’s report of the last Yale-Princeton 
match—or indeed any account of any match. They are all alike. 
I had telegraphed to the Boomerang to have a special reporter 
present. I cannot be interrupted in my contemplation of the 
categories of the understanding by anything so subject to the 
pure forms of sense perception as the phenomena of a futbhawl 
game; nevertheless, I occasionally made an effort to explain the 
rules to Miss Juggernaut, using for the purpose formule of the 
differential calculus. But I could make no impression on her 
somewhat obtuse mind. 

‘* Why don’t they kick the ball?’ she would ask, with child- 
like simplicity. 

‘*My dear Miss Juggernaut,” I would answer, “‘ let X equal 
the distance from the home goal to the centre of the solid spheroid 
which represents 

‘* Nonsense !’’ she broke in. ‘‘I will do no such thing !" 

But suddenly she gave a piercing scream. 

‘Oh, heavens !” she cried, “ he will be killed ! Save him! save 
him !” 

With a single glance, my rapid mind took in the situation. 
Among the rushahs—as they are called by the Mahrattas, who 
invented this game—of the party opposed to Jacobs was young 
Lord Fitzflaherty, an English peer of pure Norman-Celtic blood, 
who stood seven feet in his stockings and weighed even more 
than Miss Juggernaut. He had made an imposing figure in the 
game, and I had seen my companion’s eyes glancing repeatedly 
from him to Jacobs and back again with a look of puzzled uncer- 
tainty, as if asking herself, ‘“‘ Which?” With the delicate intui- 
tion of my sex, I had at once divined that the two were rivals for 
her affections. Fate now decided between them. In a crisis of 
the match they had come into violent collision. For an instant 
they tottered to and fro, and then, with a dull, sickening thud, 
Jacobs fell upon the turf and Lord Fitzflaherty’s gigantic figure 
fell across him. A wild yell arose from all quarters of the field, 
and as quickly as their heavy armor would allow them, all the 
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A victim of co-education, 

Whose pose was his sole occupation, 
Was shocked at the brass 
Of a girl in his class, 

And nearly expired with vexation. 








players on both sides—rushahs, half-back, quarter-backs, goal- 
keepers, all walked ponderously across the grass and threw them- 
selves in a pile upon the prostrate bodies of the rivals. Once 
down, it was impossible for them to rise. Several tons of human 
flesh and galvanized iron lay upon my unhappy friend. With 
lightning rapidity, I sped to the rescue; but, swift as I was, love 
was swifter. Miss Juggernaut was there before me. With a 
quick, splendid motion she threw the mail-clad warriors, one after 
another, aside, and in three minutes had come to the bottom of 
the heap. Jacobs lay perfectly still. 

‘* O, he is dead !” she cried wildly, and letting down her back 
hair with a sudden turn of her wrist, she prepared to fall upon 
the lifeless corpse and strain the cold, impassive bosom to her 
beating heart. But I interposed gently though firmly, reminding 
her that he had already been subjected to high pressure, and that 
the added superincumbence of two hundred pounds of British 
female could hardly have a good effect. At this moment Jacobs 
moved; he stirred, sat up, and looked about him with a be- 
wildered expression. Then, suddenly jumping to his feet, he 
rushed madly toward the centre of the field. 

‘* Poor fellow,’’ murmured Lord Fitzflaherty, who had been set 
upon his legs by the attendants, “his reason is impaired.” 
But suddenly his expression changed to one of eager alarm and 
dismay. 

‘* Ha!” he cried, ‘‘ the ball ! the ball.” 

At the same moment a loud yell arose from the spectators who 
lined the field. All eyes were riveted upon the pig-skin spheroid 
which reposed gently on the sod, solitary, ungarded, and toward 
which Jacobs made his way. The players of the opposition were 
helpless. Some of them still lay on the earth unable to move; 
others who had been stood upon their feet were impeded by their 
mail. Jacobs reached the ball, seized it, ran with it toward the 
enemies’ goal, kicked it with one supreme effort high in air and, 
midway between the posts, turned, amid deafening plaudits and 
cries of ‘‘ A goal! a goal!” kissed his hand gracefully to Miss 
Juggernaut and then fell in a swoon tothe ground. At this same 
instant the object of his passion gave one piercing shriek and 
fainted at the opposite end of the grounds. 

“Poor things,” I muttered. ‘‘ How they love! 
with them !” 

A pad elephant was at once sent for to carry Miss Juggernaut 
home, and meanwhile the servants lifted Jacobs into a palanquin 
and bore him by my orders to my own apartment. I laid my 
poor friend carefully upon the sane and calmly rolling a cigarette, 


Peace be 











168 - Ee 


FE: 





‘ 





tt, hy) 





ile 
= Fed Py 


I aa Ges 





t . x, : P : 
sn ct eh? 
; of ww! 54 
' 1 ~— rien 


Sef aw 4 
t ms $8 ee 
SA to’ # 








a | 

















waited for him to come to. My feelings, I may remark, in spite 
of my imposed mask of cynicism, are deep and strong. But 
then, on the other hand, my self-control is simply awful. At 
last he opened his eyes. 

‘* How do you feel now ?” I asked, with assumed indifference. 

‘*T feel as if my spine were in four pieces,” said Jacobs. ‘‘A 
while ago I was a half-back; now I am only a quarter-back.” 

‘* Jacobs,” said I, with a frown, ‘‘if you do that sort of thing 
again, I leave you to your fate.” 

“I was wrong,” he cried, with emotion, “ forgive me.” 

‘* Try to explain to me lucidly and succinctly the real nature ot 
your injuries.” 

“ Three of my ribs are broken; my right shoulder is dislo- 
cated. I have a few slight internal injuries. I believe that is 
all,” he said, carelessly. 

‘* Hadn’t I better send for a surgeon,” I asked, as I proceeded 
to roll another cigarette. 

‘*No; no stupid English surgeon shall distort my anatomy. 
Have the kindness to reach me down a small agate vial which 
vou will find in the top left hand pigeon-hole of that buhl 
cabinet.” 

I did as he desired. ‘‘ This vial,” he continued, ‘‘ contains a 
simple but potent remedy unknown to your science of the West. 
The proper dose will throw me into a profound sleep, lasting 
just eighteen hours, from which I shall awake with my fractures 
mended and in perfect condition. Yes,” he murmured, “I shall 
join the tiger hunt to-morrow. I must—my destiny hangs upon 
this chance.” He drew my attention to the label on the vial, 
which was in the ancient cuneiform character and read ‘‘ Mrs. 
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup.” ‘‘It comes from the tombs of 
Nineveh,” he added, ‘‘and is many thousands of years old. 
Pour me out exactly twelve and a half drops. Half a drop too 
much or too little and I fall at your feet a loathsome and black- 
ened corpse. Such is the powerful nature of the drug. Priggs, is 
your hand quite firm ?” 

“ Quite,” I replied. I was already dropping the thick, gummy 
liquid into a mother-of-pearl spoon. My nerves did not shake— 
eye and hand faltered not. Iam acold, proud man; the world 
deems me heartless, and perchance Iam. Yet, reader, I will not 
conceal from you that my pulse beat loudly as I counted one, two, 
three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve—and 
a half.” 

‘‘4nd a half,” repeated Jacobs as he swallowed the draught. 

‘* Now leave me,” he commanded, and falling back upon the 
rug sank into a peaceful sleep. 





SPRING SPORTS. 


SOCIAL MISCELLANY. 


Mrs. Honora Mulcahey, Mr. Bill Watson and Miss Tilly Shopplifter are 
me those who have taken apartments in Sing Sing-on-Hudson for 
the season. 


Mr. Raphael Murderini and Mrs. Mary Ann O’Hara are the guests of Sheriff 
Davidson at his old mansion on Centre street. 


Mrs. Michael Donovan is spending a few weeks on Ward’s Island, the guest 
of the Municipality. 


Mr. Nathan Tucker, the eminent pickpocket, has concluded to spend the 
summer at the State Hotel on the Hudson. 


Among the passengers who arrived to-day from Limerick,Portugal, on the St. 
Patrick’s line steamer, Dhudeen, were Mr. and Mrs. P. Maguire, Mr. and Mrs. 
Michael Nolan, Miss Mary Ann Murphy, the Hon. Francis Xavier Kilkenny 
and family, Mr. Peter O’ Dynamite, Mrs. Peter Flynn and eighteen children, 
Miss Honora Doolan, Mr. and Mrs. Patrick MacNamara, Miss Belle Whelan, 
Col. Tipperary Bullywhurroo of the Cork Guards. Mr. Brian O’Hod and 
family, and Mr, and Mrs. John Harrigan. 


The following sailed to-day on the Tammany Line Steamer, Sachem, for 
Killarny, France: Mr. Thomas O'Sullivan, Mr. and Mrs. C. P. McNamee, 
Mrs. Patrick Flannigan, Mr. and Mrs. Mavourneen-Kelly and Miss 
Katie Whelan. 
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THE FRENCH TERROR. 
How Vignaux appears to the American billiard players. 
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NOTES AND EXTRACTS. 


JumBo reads LIFE. 





NExT week’s Biographettes : 
thony ; No. 8, Susan Conkling. 


No. 7, Roscoe B. An- 





Wuo was the first stocking mender? Xantippe, 
who used to darn old Soc.—Ex. 





It is said that a Brooklyn man calls his wife ‘‘Tele- 
phone,” because she gives everything away. 





MARCH came in like a lamb and went out like a 
whole menagerie. 





To BE a good swimmer the mouth should always 
be kept shut. Women are seldom good swimmers. 
—Grip. 





IT seems to be a common belief that clothes, cook- 
ing and horses are the only subjects of conversation 
at the Knickerbocker Club. This isan error. Women 
are also discussed. 








THE firm of Pollock & Bixby, Bankersand Brokers, 
of No. 25 Nassau Street, has been dissolved. Mr. 
William Pollock will continue the business in his own 
name at No. 25 Pine Street, where he has taken new 
and commodious offices. Attention is directed to the 
firm’s card in another column. 





THE fair in aid of the new armory and regimental 
fund of the 71st Regiment began March 26th at the 
armory of the regiment, corner of Broadway and 35th 
Street. Citizens who appreciate the fitness of pro- 
viding well for our country’s defenders, will go to this 
fair and spend their money. 





FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 
Hungarian Government Bond, 


which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 
are redeemed in drawings 


THREE TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bondis drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a prize, as there are 
NO BLANKS. 


The largest Prizes drawn at these drawings are 


1 Premium of 150. 000 Florins. 
1 . 120,000 
1 ' 100;000* 
1 ; 13:98 ¥ 
1 = 12,00 " 
i S 10,000 ei 
3 Premiums of sa fi. 12,000 ”* 
1 15,000 = 
54 “yo fi. 3'7,000 = 


And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw 
a premium of not less than 140 Florins. The next drawing 
takes place on the 16th of April, 1883, and every bond 
bought of us on or before the 16th of April is entitled to 
pe whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 

ate. 

Out-of-town orders sent in ReGistERED LETTERs, and 
inclosing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next 
drawing. 

For orders, circulars, or any other information, address, 


International Banking Company, | 


No, 150 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY, 
Established Since 1874. 


The above Government bonds are not to be compared 
with any lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any 
of the laws of the United States. 

N.B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in Lirg. 


INSURANCE. 








‘THe EQuitraBLeE 


LirE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 


120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


ASSETS, - - - $48,000,000, 


Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABI.E, announces that all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the receipt at the Society’s office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, tst Vice-Pres’t. 
SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t. 
_WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 


UNITED STATES 


Mutual 
Accident 
Association. 


$5,000 Accident Insurance. $25 Weekly In- 

demnity. Membership fee $4. Annual cost about 

$10. Write for Circular and application blank. 

European permits. CHAS, B. PEET, President. 
(Of Rogers, Peet & Co.) 


JAS. R. PITCHER, Sec’y. 


320 & 322 Broadway, N. Y. 








“ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘* And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Conimon Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 BRoapway (cor. Cedar St.), 











STEEL 
PENS 


~ BSTERBROD 





Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 


THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CoO., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York, 


- GEORGE MATHER'’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


60 JoHN STREET, NEW York. 





| This paper is printed with our cut ink. 





JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager. | 








ili. 
AMUSEMENTS. 
THEATRE COMIQUE. 728 and 730 Broadway 
HARRIGAN & HART. ...0:<000+008 Proprietors 
SEIT Wh Coins siossndasicavioconde Manager 
FIRST WEEK 
of 


HARRIGAN & HART 
in Edward Harrigan’s latest piece 
THE MUDDY DAY. 
The popular music by Mr. Dave Braham. 








TUESDAY, MATINEES FRIDAY. 
UNION SQUARE THEATRE. 
Mr. A. M. PALMER....... Proprietor and Manager. 





Begins promptly at 8; over at 11:05. 
Saturday matinees begin at 2. 
“—* SUCCESS 
LAST 
A PARISIAN ROMANCE. 
WEEK. The greatest production ever wit- 
| nessed on the American stage. 








Seats secured two weeks in advance. 





ENDERSON’S STANDARD THEATRE. 
WM. HENDERSON...Proprietor and Manager 


BY ARRANGEMENT WITH R. D’OYLY CARTE, ESQ., 
AN ELABORATE REVIVAL OF 
Gilbert & Sullivan’s ever popular Opera, 


PATIENCE. 


NEW SCENERY AND COSTUMES 
AND AN 
EXCELLENT CAST. 
EVERY EVENING and SATURDAY MATINEE. 








The Opera is produced by arrangement with R. 
D’Oyley Carte, Esq. 





GRADY & McKEEVER, 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers of 


EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES. 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw York. 


The Oldest all Finest 
in the U.S. 


GENUINE W. I. RUMS. 


| CALL AND EXAMINE OR SEND FOR A BOTTLE. 


Price $1.25 to $4.00 a Bottle, according to age. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 


69 FULTON ST. & 1158 BROADWAY. 





ESTABLISHED 1853, 








iv. 


LIFE 7 








E€OPYRICTTER, 
CELEBRATED HATS. 
& Fifth 
“autegin. | ™ | "eae 
NEW YORK, 
AND UNDER THE PaLMER House, CHICAGO. 


CORRECT STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 
LYONS FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, 
AND WALKING STICKS. 


Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 


FINE ARTS. 


FOR CHILDREN. 


En Costume 


SCRAP PICTURES. 


The favorites of the Scrap Picture World— 
‘* Sweet Thirteen” and ‘‘ Four-Years-Old,” dress- 
ed in full costumes, the latter being hand-made, 
adjustable and interchangeable. 

New York Retail Agencies: 


A. D. TOURTELOTTE, 1,257 Broadway. Ty ON 
& Co., Windsor Hotel. 6th Ave.—Tyson, 246; 
TYSON, 745. 8th Ave.—TERWILLIGER & PECK, 
83; BECKER, 278; BERG, 646; WILEY, 881. 
3D Ave.—TELFAIR & LANE, 104; MARTIN & 
BRYAN, 262; J. VON EHWEGEN, 967; STEIN- 
BRINK, Yorkville ; L. A. DUNN & Bros., Liberty 
St. Ferry; THE UNION News Co., Principal 
Railway Stations ; THE MANHATTAN NEws Co., 
““L” Roap STATIons; N. Y. AND EASTERN 
News Co., New Haven Depot, 42d St. 

Wholesale—GEO. L. KILMER, 326 PEARL ST. 


News Agents’ and Stationers’ Novelties. 
AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE. 


ECLIPSE ——— 


BY 


New York Beauty. 


The new four-blend-tint portrait of 


LILLIAN RUSSELL 


PRESENTS THE 


HANDSOMEST WOMAN 


BEFORE THE AMERICAN OR ENGLISH PUBLIC. 
For sale at Brentano’s, the Tyson’s, Tourte- 

lotte’s, McBride’s, and the leading Hotel and 

Depot Book Bazaars. 

Wholesale—Gro. L. K1tMER, No. 326 Pearl St. 








THE WHEELMAN FOR APRIL. 


THE WHEELMAN begins its second volume with the April number, published March 2oth, which 
will contain a large number of attractive articles, accompanied by numerous fine illustrations. 
It will contain among others the following : 
Pedalling on the Piscataqua. 
BY C. A. HAZLETT, CHIEF CONSUL, L.A.W. 


A sketch of a day’s run on a marine bicycle up the Piscataqua river, from P rtsmouth, N. H., 
and return, with illustrations of sights and scenes on the way, A second article to appear in a future 
number will describe a run to the Isles of Shoals. 


From Paris to Geneva. 
BY. JOHN B. MARSH, OF “‘ LONDON STANDARD.” 
A fully illustrated account of a tour made by the writer and a companion in a ‘‘ Sociable” 
tricycle from Paris to Geneva. 
Jealousy. 
BY CHARLES RICHARDS DODGE. 


A charming little poem, with full-page drawing, from a sketch by the writer. 

“The Political Power of the L.A.W.,” by PREsIDENT Bares; ‘‘A Midwinter Night’s Dream,” 
by Dr. Gro. E. BLACKHAM ; ‘‘A Wheel to the Gold Mines of Cummins City,” by W. O. Owens, 
Laramie Bicycle Club; “234 Rides on No. 234,” by Kot Kron; and many others by prominent 
wheelmen. 





“Turtle. soup is fine A 
to day sir!” — 













I 
"ie my dysbebsia 
will henty allow me toast 


esis 


$ SURE CURE FORW / page Ay 


DYS P E PS IAN ” Well ‘gece eeantie 


Sop By ALL. Druaoists. berg ebitas Gasivicine 
25 and 50 Cents per Box. Knocked my dyspepsia 

SOLE PROPRIETORS, J. N. HEGEMAN & CO., Righer than a Kite.” 
BROADWAY, CORNER 8TH ST., New York. 


W AL L. P A PE R. | Cavanagh, Sandford & Cu. 


An Estimate for Papering a house, $150 | M. erchant Tazlors and I mporters, 


We agree to paper side walls of Front and Back parlors, | 
two large rooms on second floor, two large rooms on third 
floor, and Hall from top to bottom, with Fine Embossed | 
Machine GOLD PAPER, o-in., Gold Frieze upon all | 
except third floor, where first quality below Gold will be 
used—all to be done in a thorough and workmanlike man- 
ner by the best paper hangers—for One Hundred and Fifty 
Dollars. 





| 














16 West 23d STREET, 
Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw York. 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 
Being manufacturers of wall paper we are enabled to give 


you such a figure. If you intend to sell your house, paper REICH ARD & CO., 


it, as it will bring from two to three thousand dollars more No 226 FIFTH AVENUE 
- 2 by 


after having been papered. 
Samples and Book containing Hints on Decoration sent 
free. Senne & on (OPPOSITE HOTEL BRUNSWICK, ) 
: is IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN 


MAKERS AND IMPORTERS OF Rare, Curious AND Ex- | 
| Foreign and American Paintings. 








PENSIVE WALL PAPERS. 
124 and 126 West 33d St. (near Broadway), N. Y. 





Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 

















